CHAPTER 89 


July 12, 2011 


“Hey Justin- Wha- Hey!” 


Justin had rushed over to the door to let Chie into the building before diving back to 
the couch, Maya tossing him off a controller in the process. Justin was in the middle 
of playing a game, and rather than just pausing it like any normal human being 
would do, he had passed the controller off to Maya. She was doing alright so far; but 
holy crap was she panicking. Chie was just confused that Justin didn’t so much as 
say hello to her; though she was a little curious what the hell he was doing now. She 
slowly made her way over to the seat on the couch next to Justin, textbook 
underneath her arm. She had hoped Justin would be willing to help her study, but it 
seemed he was much more interested in whatever game he was playing. 


“Shit, they’re coming through the window!” Maya remarked. Both were wide eyed 
with panic, their chests heavy with anxiety. Chie was amazed by how into the game 
they were getting; like this was a life or death situation. Though she probably would 
have understood if she looked at the screen at any point while making her way over 
to the couch. Instead, her eyes were trained on the two’s reactions as they 
frantically tried to make shit happen in the game. 


“Uh... What are the two of you doing...?” Chie questioned, planted her behind 
against the couch next to Justin. Justin didn’t so much as lift his eyes from the 
screen to address her. 


“The Walking Dead won Game of the Year a couple days ago, so | decided to see 
what all the fuss was abou- SHIT THEY’RE TRYING TO GET IN THROUGH THE DOOR!” 
Justin interrupted himself as Lee’s barricaded against the door was slowly failing. 
Chie’s eyes widened slightly. She had played the Walking Dead in its entirety more 
than once; so she understood exactly what was going on. And in seconds, she was 
panicking just as much as Justin and Maya had been. “What the hell do you mean 
you couldn't find anything Clementine; go get that fucking cane from earlier!” 


“Why the hell isn’t Carly shooting anyone!” Maya questioned. Carley’s character 
had run off to do SOMETHING, so she wasn’t helping with the barricade anymore. 
They had probably said it at some point, but honestly, Justin and Maya weren’t 
paying attention; they were too busy trying to keep that barricade in place. And 
they were starting to fail pretty miserably at that. Thankfully Clementine came back 
around with the cane in a few moments, much to Justin and Maya’s relief. 


“Oh thank god.” Justin sighed slightly, letting out the tension in his chest... Of 
course, that was before he started hearing screaming again. Justin had turned his 
attention from the screen for a brief moment, letting his head hang backwards 


against the coach so that his face was pointed towards the ceiling. But not now, 
Justin immediately shot his gaze back over to the screen to see Doug being grabbed 
through a window, and Carley being grabbed by her ankle. “FUCK!” Justin shouted 
leaning forward intently with his controller. 


“Crap! Use your axe!” Maya shouted at the screen. Justin just shook his head. 


“| don’t have it!” Justin remarked. He thought he recalled giving it to Kenny for 
some reason, but that wasn’t important right now. What was important was the 
game had just popped up with the text ‘Save Doug or Carley.’ And he was pretty 
much shitting his pants. “What the fuck do they mean OR? | can’t save both!? 


back and forth to both sides of the screen. “Fuck- Uh... FUCK, WHO DO | SAVE!?” 


“Pick Doug!” Maya shouted, trying to persuade Justin. Doug was so far her second 
favorite character in this; the first being Kenny. There was no way in hell she was 
going to let Justin pick Carley over him. Chie; on the other hand, had the exact 
OPPOSITE mentality. She preferred Carley’s character by a long shot. And Justin just 
wanted to save everyone. It made making this decision a lot harder than it probably 
should have. 


“What; no, you have to pick Carley!” Chie ordered Justin. Justin in turn kept 
swapping his gaze back and forth between the two. He was regretting holding the 
controller in his hands at this point. Why was he the one making this decision? He 
didn’t want to make this decision! He couldn’t decide between the two! Why did this 
have to be so hard!? Maya soon turned to glare at Chie. She’d be damned if Chie 
was going to kill of her favorite character. 


“Oh hell no; you are not rescuing that dumb bitch. She tried to use a radio with no 
batteries in it; and then when she actually got the batteries, she put them in 
BACKWARDS. This is natural selection at its finest; leave her!” Maya argued. Chie 
only seemed offended by the notion that her choice on who to survive was a ‘dumb 
bitch.’ She’d have Maya know that she had very good reasons for leaving Doug 
behind. 


“At least she knows how to handle a weapon! What does Doug do? Hack 
televisions? Yeah, that’s gonna be real helpful in a zombie apocalypse!” Chie 
rebutted, a glare on her face as she got into Maya’s face. The two looked like they 
were going to strangle each other at any second. Justin was stuck in the middle, 
panicking like a motherfucker. He was running out of time. 


“| only have five seconds; WHICH ONE!” Justin shouted, hoping for a decisive 
answer from at least one of them. He should have known better, because each just 
ended up shouting the name of who they were trying to save in complete 
synchronization. “Fuck it, I’m going with Doug!” Justin shouted, making the decision 
just before the timer ran out; sending the protagonist running after him and 


rescuing him from the zombies that had a grip on him. Maya pumped her fist in 
victory and relief. Justin sighed with slight relief as he managed to free Doug, 
turning around and ready to run over and attempt to save Carley... Only for Lee to 
pretty much just stand there while Carley did absolutely nothing to try and fight off 
the one zombie that was going after her. Maya might have been right about natural 
selection; but he still felt terrible as fuck. 


“| can’t watch.” Chie remarked, covering her eyes with her hand. She didn’t want to 
see Carley die, even if she was only a video game character. Justin felt pretty 
goddamn shitty watching as Carley get devoured by zombies. He knew the game 
didn’t really give him the choice to save both, but had he really been there, he 
should have been able to do SOMETHING. And the worst part of it all? Kenny came 
bursting in with the axe mere seconds after the deed was done. Justin was very 
vocally pissed off about that. 


“What the fuck Kenny!? Where the hell were you twelve seconds ago when | needed 
that axe!?” Justin shouted at the screen before tossing his controller into the 
ground. He was done; he couldn’t play this game any longer. It just hit too close to 
home. He should have been able to save her. But he couldn’t. And he didn’t. Of all 
the times to play this game, it had to be after Marooka was found dead. Justin 
sighed and crossed his arms as he watched the scene play out. Apparently, there 
was no more player interaction at that point anyway, so he didn’t need his 
controller anyway. 


“Look, it’s alright; at least you saved Do- Did that asshole just punch you in the 
face!?” Maya interrupted herself as Larry pretty much just took Clementine from 
you and left you for dead. After just saving someone’s life on top of it. Maya just 
sort of stared at the screen dumbfounded. They had both agreed to punch Larry in 
his face earlier in the game when he tried to kill the kid, so apparently he was still 
pissed about it. All the same; that does NOT justify knocking someone out around 
FUCKING ZOMBIES. Justin didn’t even care though. He was still caught up on the 
whole ‘couldn't save Carley’ thing. And Chie... Well Chie was pouting. 


“Fuck you Telltale. Fuck you so much.” Justin remarked, sickened that they would 
make him make a choice like that. He was so used to being able to save everyone 
in these games if you played your cards right. He had done everything right, 
though; so why hadn’t he been able to save everyone? And it wasn’t even like he 
had a particularly emotional attachment to these characters... Well maybe a little 
bit of Doug, since he kind of reminded Justin of himself. Which is strange because 
they were almost nothing alike. 


Justin reached out to grab his controller off the ground, holding the center button for 
a brief moment so that he could shut the console off. Maya seemed a bit annoyed 
that Justin had shut the game off before she could see how things played out; but 


alas it was irrelevant. She’d just play the game herself later if that’s how Justin 
wanted to play it. 


“| cannot believe you actually saved Doug...” Chie shook her head in slight 
disappointment with Justin. Justin only shot her a slight glare. He didn’t want to hear 
it. He had to make a choice, and he made it. And while he regretted that he couldn’t 
save both, he wasn’t going to be talked down upon for making the decision he did. 
Especially in a fucking video game. Chie noticed immediately the glare she was 
getting and forestalled eye contact with Justin, her cheeks slightly red. She didn’t 
want Justin feeling like shit over a goddamned video game. Though her 
embarrassment eventually gave way to curiosity. Something Justin had said had 
struck her as a bit odd. “Wait, you said this won Game of the Year?” 


“Yeah, why?” Justin questioned. He wasn’t quite sure what Chie was trying to get at. 
Chie crossed her arms slightly, an eyebrow raised in puzzlement. 


“... hey decided the Game of the Year in July?” Chie pointed out how ridiculous that 
sounded. Justin in turn only stared at her for a moment, averting his gaze for only a 
brief second to stare at the now off television set, then back at Chie again. He never 
did answer that question. Probably because he didn’t have an answer for it. Why 
exactly would they decide Game of the Year when only half of the year had gone 
by? Whatever, he wasn’t going to question it. The VGA’s were a joke anyway. 
Character of the Year was Claptrap... Seriously? No seriously. Not Handsome Jack, 
not Vass? Hell, Vaas didn’t even get nominated. Like, he understood deadlines and 
all that; but Vaas was by all accounts the perfect villain. Have / ever told you the 
definition of insanity? Trying to figure out who picked some of these nominees. 


“Don’t question it.” Justin remarked after a short pause of silence, reaching across 
the table to grab a can of cola off the table. Really, that was the best answer he 
could think of. Because questioning anything about the VGAs was just outright anti- 
productive. Except when your favorite game wins. Justin practically jumped for joy 
when they announced the winner for the fighting game category. “So what’s up?” 
Justin questioned what Chie had been stopping by for. She had pretty much been 
steering clear of his house ever since Maya came into the picture, so this was a 
pleasant surprise. 


“Well | uh... Was hoping maybe you’d help me study...” Chie choked up with slight 
embarrassment. She hated having to ask that, and she would have hoped that the 
book that rested on her lap would be a clear indicator that she was her for academic 
reasons. Justin just smiled a bit. He didn’t WANT to help mind you; studying was a 
huge pain in the ass. But he was touched that the very first person Chie had gone to 
for help was him. She trusted him to be able to help her. And he wasn’t going to let 
that trust be misplaced. 


“Yeah, sure.” Justin remarked before turning to Maya. He was about to tell her to 
get lost for an hour or two so the two could do their thing, but it seemed Maya had 


beat him to the punch, pushing herself off the couch, a wide grin on her face. Justin 
was a little caught off guard to say the least, but at least Maya didn’t seem 
offended. In actuality, she was going to leave whether Justin had asked her to or 
not; whether Chie had come here to study or otherwise. 


“| should get going anyway. Yosuke wanted some help with something at Junes.” 
Justin raised his eyebrow slightly at that. That didn’t seem like something to be 
particularly happy about. Still, Maya could do whatever she wanted; and if it meant 
she was going to be out of the house for an hour or two, Justin was a-okay with it. 


“Well, alright. See ya.” Justin remarked, giving a sarcastic salute. Maya nodded her 
head a bit before setting off for the door, making her way to the Junes, closing the 
door quickly behind her. Justin just sort of looked at the door for a while. “Jeeze, 
she’s been spending a lot of time with Yosuke lately.” Justin pointed out. 


“Maybe they’re having a love affair.” Chie joked, a funny grin on her face. Justin 
shook his head slightly. 


“That has got to be the stupidest fucking thing I’ve ever heard... But then | suppose 
we haven’t started studying yet.” Chie went from laughing at her own joke to 
frowning in an instant, her eyes wide with surprise. Justin in turn only smirked a bit. 


“Hey! That’s mean.” 


“So... A pro is an opposite of a con?” 


The two had been studying for the last hour or so; English at the moment. Fairly 
elementary stuff too; but hey, Justin wasn’t complaining. It just meant that the test 
was going to be easier for him when he went to take it next week. Justin finished off 
a can of cola before sliding it off to the end of the table. There was quite a pile of 
empty cans developing by this point. It was amazing Justin didn’t get diabetes from 
drinking so much sugar. 


“Right.” 


“But that can’t be right, | said that on our last English test and | got it wrong.” Chie 
remarked with confusion in her eyes. She trusted Justin and all, but she trusted her 
English instructor more. Justin raised his eyebrow. What he said was entirely right, 

so either Chie had done something wrong, or Mr. Kondo is an idiot. “We had to give 
an example and everything.” 


“Well what did you put?” Justin questioned. It seemed like the problem probably lied 
in the example. You couldn’t just swap the word pro with con and get a legitimate 
answer. Like... Protect is not the opposite of contect. Because there’s no such thing 
as contect. Chie paused for a moment, trying to recall what she had written down. 


“| think... It was progress and congress...” She mused aloud. 


“...1’m having a hard time finding that incorrect.” Justin smirked slightly. He knew 
that answer was entirely wrong; but it definitely deserved to be right. Chie just 
shrugged a bit before flipping a page in her text book, ready to start studying the 
next chapter... Or at least that was the plan before the two heard knocking at the 
door. Sounded like Maya had gotten done doing whatever she was doing at Junes. 
Justin pushed himself off the couch and made his way over to the door, opening it to 
see who it was. It was certainly Maya alright, but something wasn’t quite wrong. 
She had her arms wrapped around herself, and a very frightened expression on her 
face as she pushed her way inside the house. Justin of course was instantly 
concerned. “Hey, what’s wrong?” 


Chie had noticed something wasn’t quite right the second Maya was within her line 
of sight, her face angled towards the ground as she made her way over to the 
couch, planting her ass at the very end. Justin soon followed Maya over to where 
she was sitting, leaning against the wall beside the couch as he stared at her trying 
to discern what was wrong. “Did something happen at Junes?” Justin questioned, a 
very slight glare on his face. If Yosuke said something to hurt Maya, he was going to 
rip his spleen out, he swore to god. Maya just lightly shook her head. 


“I... Never went to Junes...” Maya stuttered slightly. Chie and Justin were of course 
immediately caught off-guard. What exactly was she doing for the last hour then? 
And why exactly would she lie to them about it. In actuality, she WAS supposed to 
meet up with Yosuke, but something happened along the way. “I was heading over 
there when Naoto stopped me...” 


“She what?” Justin spat out as he heard the remark. Maya was just minding her own 
business, and then Naoto started to bother her about... well something. Justin could 
only assume it had to do with the murders. Needless to say, Justin was getting a 
little fed up with Naoto pulling this bullshit on them every five seconds; especially 
with Maya. She wasn’t even all that involved. She just helped out when she could, 
or when there was an emergency. 


“He was asking me questions about home...” Maya remarked sadly. She didn’t like 
thinking about California, or the life she left behind; that much Justin knew. It was a 
very sensitive topic, and given that Maya seemed to know she had been from 
California, you would think she’d know enough that you shouldn’t press her on it. It 
was no secret that Maya had run away from home after all; the only thing that had 
been kept in the dark to everyone was the motivation behind it. Naoto should have 
known better. Justin was very clearly getting pissed off at this, his fists curled up 
into balls as Maya continued. “I told him | didn’t want to talk about it... but he kept 
asking anyway.” 


“Alright, I’ve had enough of this bullshit.” Justin declared turning around and 
heading straight for the door. Maya was a little surprised, but still in too much 


emotional pain to really stop him. Chie on the other hand knew how over-protective 
Justin could get; and that could be very problematic when trying to address 
someone working closely with the police. 


“Justin, what are you doing!?” Chie questioned, jumping up from the couch ina 
pitiful attempt to stop him from doing something rash. She should have known 
nothing she was going to do could calm Justin down now. Nobody hurt his sister like 
that. NOBODY. Chie gripped him by the arm as she rushed over, the door open in 
his hand. Justin turned around, a slight look of annoyance on his face. Though not 
with Chie; he understood she was just trying to cool this situation down. But the 
time for that had long passed; now Justin was going to end this bullcrap before it got 
out of control. 


“Make sure Maya’s doing alright, I'll be back in a few.” Justin declared, shaking his 
arm a bit to pull it out of Chie’s grip. You would think Chie would have tried to grab 
him a second time to hold him back... But she understood completely how he felt. 
And despite knowing just how stupid this was, she couldn’t consciously hold him 
back. Because when Naoto had started questioning Maya like that, she hadn’t just 
hurt Maya; she had hurt Justin. And Justin wouldn’t stand for that. She sighed 
slightly as he closed the door behind him, giving her a slight wave in the process. 
She stared at the door for a moment before taking a seat next to Maya. “You 
alright?” 


“...Yeah...” Maya choked up. You could tell she was lying though. Naoto pressing 
her like that had just brought back too many bad memories... And not just that; she 
missed home. She knew she couldn’t go back, she knew she shouldn’t go back. But 
she missed her family. She missed her mother and her brother; even if her brother 
was a huge dick. She was happy to be here with Justin and all, but sometimes she 
wished things could just go back to those days before she had gunned down a man 
in cold blood. Chie sighed slightly, a look of sympathy and pity on her face as she 
stared at Maya. She understood why Maya was so bothered; yet she couldn’t say 
anything. If she did, Maya would know that her and Justin had been snooping 
around through her diary. She couldn’t do that. 


“We're here for you if you want to talk, you know...” Chie tried to cheer her up. 
Maya smiled a phony smile, the corners of her mouth raising for only a brief 
moment. Her lips were smiling, but her eyes weren’t. You could see the pain and 
misery in her irises; the anxiety in her chest. 


“Yeah... | know...” 


“Naoto! | know you’re watching me! Show your face you fucking coward!” 


Justin shouted, his voice rhaspy with rage as he wandered down an intertwining 
path of alleyways. He knew Naoto had been following him; she had been since he 
left the house. She probably had followed Maya the entire way there, which could 
certainly explain why Maya was so anxious. | mean, the sensation of being followed 
couldn’t be too pleasant. Justin had been wandering into the alleys, Naoto following 
behind him the entire time, so that he could catch her in a position where the two 
were alone, where he wouldn’t be causing a scene. Well, Justin was certainly right 
about one thing; Naoto had been following him, and she had opted to walk out from 
behind the wall she was using for cover. 


“You've got a lot of nerve pulling what you just did, you know that!?” Justin lectured 
her as the two paced around each other, glaring at each other profusely. Justin had 
been annoyed with Naoto’s insistence on following the investigation team around at 
first, but now he was outright pissed. If there was one thing you should know about 
Justin, it was that you did not EVER want to kick in his ‘big brother’ drive, so to 
speak. “I’m making this clear right now; you leave my sister alone, or so help me-“ 


“| cannot bother your sister if you have no sister to begin with.” Naoto interrupted 
him, pointing out the obvious fact that Justin and Maya were not related. That only 
pissed Justin off more. Who cared if they shared the same blood? They were like 
family to each other; and Justin wasn’t going to let some bitch who thinks she knew 
everything imply they weren’t. 


“| don’t care what she is; you have a problem? Take it up with me! She stays out of 
this!” Justin barked at Naoto. Naoto in turn adjusted her head slightly. 


“Very well; then perhaps you'd be willing to answer my inquiries. Would you care to 
indulge my curiosity as to why you are harboring a runaway?” Naoto started 
pressing him instead. “Or perhaps you'd like to explain to me what the son of a 
world class FBI agent is doing here in Inaba. | find it rather odd that someone with a 
reputation such as yours arrived in town just as the murders began to take place. 
Care to shed some light on that?” Justin’s glare only seemed to deepen. It wasn’t 
just that she was calling him a murderer, she was asking him questions that 
shouldn’t be asked. 


“Well looks like you’ve been doing your research. But maybe if you did more than 
skim through those fucking files of yours, you’d know that it was in my father’s will. 
But that’s not what you expected to hear, was it? No, you want to hear me say ‘You 
got me; | killed a bunch of random people | don’t know for no fucking reason,’ don’t 
you.” Justin slowly pushed more towards Naoto, getting right up in her face to throw 
the shit he was flinging at him back at her. “And | already told you to leave my 
sister out of this.” 


“She’s not your sister.” Naoto continued to insist; not so much as budging as 
Justin’s glare found its way but inches from her face. She wasn’t afraid of Justin, just 
as much as he wasn’t afraid of her. And that could be problematic if she needed to 


take him in for more questioning; or worst- for an arrest. Just because she wasn’t 
afraid of him doesn’t mean she didn’t know he would fight back if provoked. 


“Yeah, and you’re not a guy.” Justin remarked before turning away from Naoto, 
starting to walk away slightly to increase the gap between the two again. Naoto’s 
eyes immediately widened with shock and fear. So she was wrong in believing it 
was only poor word choice the day previous; he knew damn well her true identity. 


“| beg your pardon?” She tried to play it off as Justin being an idiot; though the raise 
in the pitch of her voice immediately gave away that she was trying to bullshit 
Justin. And they both knew it. Justin chuckled slightly, a smirk crossing his face as 
he turned back around to meet Naoto. 


“Don’t play dumb. You know what you are.” Justin remarked, starting to pace about 
again. Naoto just sort of glared at Justin, her chest inflating in and out rapidly with 
anxiety, her eye twitching ever so slightly. She wasn’t sure whether to be pissed off 
or nervous. He could easily use that information to blackmail her if he wanted to... 
But she couldn’t let up. If he did try to blackmail her, that was more or less 
confirmation that he had something to hide. 


“You still haven’t answered my inquiry.” Naoto commented, trying to steer the 
questioning back away from her gender and onto the matter of Maya. She was a 
suspect in a murder case back in San Diego according to some paperwork she had 
gotten on her. Running away was more or less a confession of the deed in her eyes. 
She found it awfully strange that a young girl suspected of murder in San Diego had 
found herself in Inaba during a serial killing spree. It was suspicious to say the least; 
and she had no intention of letting up on questioning her. “Why are you harboring-“ 


“lam not harboring anyone!” Justin cut her off, having enough of this bullshit. “She 
needed a place to stay, and | gave it to her.” Justin’s smirk soon gave way toa 
glare. He was sick of this bullcrap with Naoto harassing Maya. It ended here. 


“Are you aware that your ‘sister’ is suspected of homicide?” Naoto remarked. Justin 
just shook his head. Oh he knew alright; and she HAD been the one to do it. But he 
wasn’t going to sell her out; and he wasn’t going to give Naoto any incentive to 
continue harassing Maya about it. He started to step forward again, closing the 
distance between the two once more. 


“Do you have any evidence?” Justin questioned. “Any PROOF that she killed 
anyone.” Naoto’s glare softened only slightly. Other than a very suspicious hospital 
visit; there was nothing on this girl. She couldn’t honestly say yes. 


“Well...” 


“Yeah, that’s all | needed to hear.” Justin cut her off before she could make up some 
bullshit excuse. “You have nothing that says she murdered ANYONE. So you can 


shut the fuck up and leave her alone! And if you EVER try to call her a murderer 
again | swear to god-“ 


“Regardless of whatever crimes Ms. Jefferies has commited, you are aware that she 
is reported as a missing person, correct? Yet here she is, finding refuge in your 
place of residence. We can press charges on you for kidnapping, you know.” Naoto 
cut Justin’s threat down to size with one of her own. And hers was a little more likely 
of actually happening. Justin stared at her with a blank stare on his face for a while, 
his brow tense with fury. She was going to try and have him arrested for offering his 
place to a homeless friend? That was the last straw. 


“You know what? You do that. Press all the fucking charges you want. Because if 
you or ANY fucking copy lays even a FINGER on her, if any of them so 
much as OFFEND her, you can all kiss your spinal cords good-bye.” Justin 
wagged his finger in Naoto’s face, pure adrenaline amplifying his words with rage. 
He had never been more angry in all his life. And his now golden eye color only 
proved it. Naoto had noticed the change, though she could not put her finger on 
what was causing such a strange transformation, nor what it could indicate. She 
stored the thought in the back of her mind; it was something she’d need to look 
into. All the same, Justin had just threatened Naoto and the entire Police force in 
one foul swoop. He was starting to show his true colors, that much was for sure. 


“Is that a threat?” Naoto questioned, twisting her head to the side slightly. 


“It’s a promise.” Justin remarked, before marching away from the encounter, 
rubbing at his temples slightly as he tried to surpress his shadow again. But not 
before stopping and staring back at Naoto, a wicked grin still creeping across his 
face. 


“Run, rabbit, run.” Justin snidely remarked before turning around the corner, leaving 
Naoto standing there puzzled. She was having a hard time deciding if Justin was 
suspicious, or just strange. Still, that comment struck here as a little fishy... Who 
would be the rabbit; and why is it running? It seemed too strange a remark not to 
have some kind of hidden meaning behind it. 


“Run, rabbit, run...” She repeated to herself aloud, musing as to what secret 
meaning to his words Justin might have held. 


There was none. He just wanted to fuck with her. 


